"At least a day, furnished with bush,
"Wed with your step-mother to push.

"From Heaven, your mother and God,
"Pour their benediction on your head,
"To justify birth jocund,
"To brave, and fruitful your errand.

"Oh sonny, brave and face the deed,
"The deed untime to your sportive lead,
"My thought assiJb to blow the flare.
"Unmind the consecutive blare.

"Your cousin Arthur, noble king,

With knights acquaintance dare success bring,

"By my name, his valediction,

"Will accomplish unto surrection".

His steed with dappled grey head,
With firm of limb and youth to flod,
A golden saddle on his back,
A bridle linked with gold, and dock.

With silver lining, plume on neck,
Like hues with many painted lock,
With hoofs shell-forms firm on the feet,
The coarser ready to whip to route.